was 10t long Yin making np her

REALIZAT RN,

By Jossphine Nlyom.

Thity were poet and painter ro-
speolively and the artigtic tempor-
gment M not wlways & guarantee
of a happy wedded life.  When
Charles Plummer maorriod Isabel
Mardimont, they promiked them.
spelves an ideal state of bliss. 1t is
morg than probable that they loved
cnch other sincerely, but o disre-
gord of the cld adage, “*Bear and
forbenr,” will discount & large
sum of love, and given a little na-
tural stubbornness on Loth wides,
will often lead to disastrous con-
SqUENCes,

Sueh had eertaihly boen the cnse
with this highly strong snd sensi.
tive pouple, Fifteen months togoth.
er, nnd then the break came, They
lind now bean living apart, swithout
ainy eommunication with esch other
for nearly three months, They had
agread that their  temperaments—
-oftén only a pseudomym for *tem-
per,! were  incompatable,  and
that they wern better sepavated, 1t
fs trus that Charles had strongly
apposed this arrangement whien it
waa first mooted by his wifs, but
she seemed possessed with the idea
and eventudlly in the month of
November, in the second year of
their married life, he agreed not to
communieate  with her for one
whole year, At the end of that
time, Isabel argued they would be
qnite stiva of their own minds, anild
anight ‘talkk the situation over to
gether with a view either to the
wcontinuance of the arangement or
4 re-union.

All this sounds very eold-blooded
tmt Tsahel had schooled herself to
if.  She had strong opinions, wag
very independent, extremely proud
f.ml porliips 4 little foolish in &

rned way. It was January,
now, Iow dreary the doys werel
Short in renlity, but terribly long
in' seeming. Isabel Marchment—{or
she wis professionally known by
her maiden nome as g painter of
miniatures—was busy enough, but
the things with wihich she wns oo-
<upied did not seem to fill her
thoughts or strongly hold her in-
terest, ’

‘mind wliat afha would do, She woul(
put into exeantion a pet project—-
paint n pioture for the Academy
«exhibition. She had never previ-

“ongly exhibited, and could not, of

«onrse, be aure that her painting, |7
still npon the lap o fthie gods, wonld
be scceptad. But, at any rate, the
anticipation, the earenl pladdng
worl, the planning and inventing,
wonld be worth while, even if in
the end har pieture failed to gain
the Academy walls, Tt was, how-
«ver, one thing to make up her
mind o paint a picture and quite
another to gob ready to work with a
wuitable swbject.  FEyverything in
warth and heayn seemed to have
been dong, - She forgot that the
amuin oécupation of painters and
writers, indeed of everybody elss
An this working world, is the doing
<of the same thing n p slghtly dif-
farent way from that in which it
Has been done in all the ages.
Isabel was sitting between dunsk
and dark, in the pretty little bon-
wdolr of her flat, when her maid
“brought her a pareel that Lad ar-
Tived by the 5 o'clock post. She
“took it wearily and let it lie upon
Ther In Iforshn wasg so tired and

"Ah. it i from Mary!® she ex-
wlnimed, noting the postmark. The|s
contents tumed out to be an auto-
~graph album whieh Charles had
given let on her wedding day and
~which had been earried off o few
dnys later by her chum, Mary Mey-
«ery, mow Mrs, Henderson, who pro-
posed contributing one of er pret-
1y water colors to its pages.
“woa i note enclosed, and Isa.bel
‘glad of somethng to distract her
“mind from thonghts that were too
insistent, lenned forward to read it
by the fireglow,
YT mm just as-happy aa I can
'130," wrots Mary. “‘In 1o fell
you the honest truth, Issbel, I
“had ot thouight that any mere mor
sl conld be as complately happy
w.Ism. on will remember those
about life ‘one

ially a8 heis elevar gnd 1 am rathep
dull, unable fo ges the nice points
in g conversition dnd the origing
vidw he tikes of things—yet he
dowm 't seem to mind a bit,

nie gl the better for it

“CAnd how are yon getting nlong |

donr girl?
pop inon you and your dear hos-
band and just take stock of vour

In | rigidly set and his oves wore
fnet, 1 sometimes think he loves | intmt upon absorbing eyery dotpil

How 1 should ke to | with drawn: veil withont risk

hia hinnds Hehind his baek, looking
fixedly o™l pbsver by Mucha, She
started siolently witen she sow Him,
but the lines ol iy face worp so

of thix impresgionistio work,
she might haye stood by

thsit
his sids
of
recopmition, However, she did noth-
ing bold, On the contrury, witl by

happingss, I know it must be com- | heart nll a-flatter and ler eyves so

plete, almost a8 campléte as mine
if that were possible—for, you
lnow, your hushand left thy key of
his heart an this very album which
T nm vaturning to you, Whether it
wins aecidental or designed, T don't
know, buf, in the ptges of the al-
bum, vou had left the sonnet whioh
your frushbiand had evidently wrote,
githier on your wedding day or, at
least, while all ils sweet associn-
tons were warm in his heavt. The
man who wrote that sonnet iy good
a5 gold, and meany what e suys,
beeauge all troe postry emnnates
from the deep places of the nature,
however much the superfleinl obinr-
acterstics may give the lig to it
Why, dear Isabel, T think T shull
aliow that 1nst sentence to Johin! fie
wonld never believe I could write
snch a philosophicdl remark and
pxpress it so well.  Really, T think
he has a great deal to discover in
ma yet, and I shiadl go straight
away and tell him so, Good by, dear
heart, Love to you and Mp.
Plhnmmer,

[sabel only glanced through the
latter part of the letter. She wus
too much in haste to turn the leaves
of tha album and find the Gidden
sonnet, Yes, hera it was, How dif-
fiewdt to fincd, for the page in which
it wus inserted opened of itself.
Tt was entitled ** Wedded.?' and,
a8 glie read it, such 4 surge of amo-
tion game into her throat that, had
any ong heen present, he would
have soon hier faee contorted in the
firelight, and a tear, whiclhi held
the red glow of the fire's hieart in
ita pontor, fall upon the page.

Lomg she sat in the deepening
gloom, the fire ensting leaping shad
ows, belind her, Tlhe Iptter
the sonnet written with his own
Tand, Iny together on har lap, and

| har whl.lelrmwh?inds with no ornament
save dmg ring, lay listless-
'lf upon’ the writer pt?{’m She was

weeping—nof demonstratively, cor-

tain ., bt the tears wore flowing

fast and unchecked, and she made
no movement fo wipa them away.
The very next morning Isabel
eommeneed her plotnrn and she
worked steadily on it every day,
more of loss, for two months, Binee
she fikst got ler ingpivation in the
fireglow that January evening she
fhac had misgivings as to the orig.
inality of the subjeet, Ths grentest
masters had done it. What was she
that she should essay to do again
whab they bad already dons Yet
as 1t grew she made it her own, It
way hers, Tiers, all hers! It was to
be ealled *““Bondg of Freedom.'’ In
the fireglow, sitting hoeloward npon
an easy chair, was g man not un-
like Charles Plummer, His arms
were extended, and were wound
ahout 8 woman who knelt cozily
at his feet, while her arms wers
extended also, and half enfeolded
him in their embrace. The red
glow of the fire lit up his strongly
marked face, bringing out the prom
inent fentores and throwing the
hollows into gloom. Only the wo-
man's profils conld be seen ag she
raised her eyes to look up into the
face that overshadowed her, but
inthe expression there was that
high combination of dignity and
hnmility, of servitide nnd posses-
sinn, which malkes one woman the
light of one man’s life.
Tha picture was exhibited, of
eoprse, Tsabel had 4 notion that a
man's work had a betfer chance of
gotting through than s woman’s,
but that was not the only reason
she chose the name George Mathers
re | for her masterpiece. As no one
knew, however, that she had paint-
ed the piece, her very frequent vis-
its to the partionlar room in the
Academy where it was hung would
not exeite comment, so she was not
detarred from launting its immedi-
ate vieinity to her heart's content,
(Thavles wonld certainly come there
and she prayed that she might not
mids seelng him when his eves
first, rested on her work. Both her
prayers and potignee were reward.
h (ad, for he visited the Academy in
| the first month and npon an e.xeep-
Tsabel

dim—obgeuréd by her veil and
atarting tears—that  she  could
seargely find har wuy, thougly she
Ienew it 8o well, gho annde for the
room wherg her own pisture hung,

How inendsdquential the chintter
of the pieture-gazers seomed to Tsn
belfl. Her own picturs wis never
left long in the eold of neglect, it
she cared not who praised or who
passed it by, The world could not
know that she hod brought into it
the wenrnings and vegrets of six
lonely months, What 4 fool she hagl
boen. If ¢he had only known | Whall,
she did know now that Charles
Plummer wns essantially her hap-
piness, Life without him: was a
blank. Wonld he seo the meaning off
her picture and forgive? Wonld
he be glad to see her, or had he
found that whant he once ealled the
bonds of freedom were, after all,
the shackles of servitude? Har
heart spurned the fhonght, Charles
had not been to blame, she told
hepgalf in the new-found humility
of her deepened love. The fanlt
wns hers, and hers alono,

She falt, almost withont looking,
when heentered the room.  She
was glad he took first the wall upon
which her pieture fung, for the
strain of expeetancy had become
almost unbearable. At last he was
there—right in front of her own
canvas—and, what wns  Detter,
practically slone, Fe was instantly
enchanted. She saw him look quick-
Iy nt hiz eatalogue and turn over
a page hmrriadly to find the num-
bor of the picture. Then, for o
brief spaee, hin eyes were s keenly
sot npon the book ns they had been
upon the piuhu'e. Though ghe had
not n catalogue in' her hand, she
eould, in imagination, see the whole
pRge, aml Jollow him as he rend lis
own sonnet—thoe sonnet from the
album, whieh rinted thers un.
dew ﬁm titla of the ploture and the
painter's nome: .

“0 bonds of freedom—Loves de-
lightful chains—
You hold me fust whether I will
or nd,
Asking with ruby
wouldst thow got?"
And laughing a8 T tnswer: “'Nay;
thy reins
Have drawn me, wndering, through
g0 gweet domains
That were I loath'to lenve then—
let us grow
Ever together, thee and me, and

lips: ‘And

60
Muke one sweet life till life's day
vweetly wans.

““Hat love been alway., Yen, for
now I feel
L never lived withuut. thee—thou
and I
Tave surnly lived and loved sinee
e’er the wheel,
Of mystic life turned slow. Sweet
wife, why, why
Should love a'er cease  Oh, lat me.
lov’d one, seal
This raptured moment an efer-
nity "

As 'he vead, the lines of his coun-
tenance softened, He looked ten
yenrs vounger, and yot his mouth
quivered piteously, and, yes—it
wis the final trinmph—a tenr rin
unchecked down hig cheele. Isabel
waited no lopger, but summoning
her pourage, stepped neross the
room and lnid her Wand upon his
sleeve,

“Charles, shall we call it No-
vember now ' dhe snid,

“Taabel | You—and this is your
icturef’’

“Yes, gweotheart.”'

““MThank God! It hss been No-
vember all the time with me, bu
it i I\th'_lr indeed now! Come, little
ane,’

And they went out into the bus-
tle of the street, and searcely lmew
but that they were alone

CLAUDE V. BIRKHEAD

We Make PROMPT SHIHMENTS
REPSDORPH ARG o

AWNING CO.
401-404 Capitol Ave, HOUBTON, TEXAS

- TENT

FERTILIZER

FERTILIZER
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BRANDS
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PERTILIZERS

For all soils, all crops, all seasons.
All planters are vitally interested.

Catalogue free upon request
Fidelity Cotton Ol & Feritlizer Company *
HOUSTON, TEXEAS
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Wire or write for prices on

Triumph Seed Potatoes

Lar:. enroute and prompt shipment
J-l A-

ZIEGLER Houston, Texas 4 l

“Buster Brown'' Bread
THE TRIUMPH of the BAKER'S ART

If you once eat it you will always want it
We ship any quantity anywhere, just write or wire as;
will ship same day,

Schosser's Steam Bakery;,

Houston, Texas

SELD OATS e

P
Red Rust-Proof Oats will be ¥, BT e o
and the sooner you place your orders'th. Mm’ grade you

obtain and the lower the price, Write us at ones for samples for
prompt or deferrod shipment, and in either straight car lots, less than
par lots, or mixed cars with Field Seeds of all kinds, or Feed Oorn,
Qats, Chops Meal, Cane Seed, Grasa Seeds, Clovers, Raps, and bullk.

SEED GORN, etc.

Gt our prices on Iowa, \cbraska, Oklaloma and Texes mand
shelled Seed Corn, as well as all varieties of Sweet Corn, Alfalfn Seed,
of which we carry a full line and um]u. especially eldse pricsa to
dealers and truckers,

Gar-den Seeds
Pittmann & Harrison Co.

Sherman, Texas,

PATTERNS OF QUALITY

The best equipped and most progressive Patlern
Works in the state

The Calhoun Pattern Works

812=814 Walnut St., HOUSTON, TEXAS

Wa tarnish estimates on all clasaes of work—Patterns for Centrifugal i
Pamps; Models made and Patents doveloped. w ste us,

ALFALFA RYE BARLEY RAPE ONION SETS )

TEXAS SEED HOUSE

FERTlLiZERS POULTRY AND STOCK SUPPLIES
REICHARDT & SCHULTE, Houston, Tex,

Write for Price List

Bell Smgle Strand Barb Wire

More rods for the mon-

ey thaa is possible in
any two strand wire of
equal strength. Made
of superior hard steel,
ie heavily galvaniged,
Barbs 4 inches apart.
Every Spool Guarane
teed to contaln 80 Rods
Write us today

Hero Every Barb in on Duty All the Timo

It is a money saver,

PEDEN IRON & STEEL CO.

HOUSTON, TEXAS




